264                           I'VE   SHED   MY   TEARS
the child we will fight in every court in this land with
our last dollar and our last drop of blood."
Then I knew I had lost. At first I did not want to
believe it. The days passed and I noticed we began to
grate on each other's nerves.
She saw me breaking. Like a ship without anchor,
1 found nothing to cling to. There were no friends to
confide in.
I felt I had become a burden to her. I could see her
attitude change imperceptibly but surely. Her faith in
herself was shaken, and her faith in me grew less.
One day it broke. I was cast out of her heart. So
I left.
It was a Monday evening around 9 o'clock, October,
1945. I was wearing my uniform of a war correspond-
ent and as I walked to the corner towards Park Ave-
nue, I felt my beret limp in my hand. It was the cap
I had worn in many a theater of war.
I thought of what I had lost that day: I had lost my
faith in a beautiful woman; I had lost my faith in a new
ivorld; I had lost heart. My self-respect was gone; my
pride as a man was hurt.
Only pride of race remained.